




TlieTragedie 


Then taking him from theiicc that is not there, 

You breake rioptauikdge'nor charter there s 
Ofthauc 1 beard of fan«^iiaiic men , 

But fanftuatie childi cn neuef til! how. 

C ar. My Lo: you lhall oucrrule my mindc for once : 
Come on L: Haftings,wil] you go with me? 

Ha/l, I go my Lord. 

Pri». Good Lords make all the (peedy haft you may : 
Say V ncklc GIofter,if our brother come, 

Where (hall wc foiv>urnc till our Gdrbnationf 
do. Where it feeme*? buft vnto your royall ftlfe: 

If i may councell you,fomc day or two, 

Your highneffe fhail repofe you at the tower: 

Then whereyou plcafe,and flialbe thought moft ft, 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Frifi. I do not like the tpwer of any place : 

Did lulius Gaefar build that place my Lore!/ 

Bhc, He did, my gracious L; begin that place, . 
Which fince fucceeding ages haue rccdificd, 

Pr#». Is it vpon rccord>or clfc reported 
Succcfliucly from age to age he built it ? 

Bfic. Vpon record my gratious Lor 
Prm^ But fay my to: it were not regiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth fliould hue from age to age, , 

As twerc retailde to all pofterity, 

Euen to the gcncrall ending day. 

GU. So wife,fo young, they fay,do neucr Hue long# , 

Prin, What fay you VnekW 

G\o. I fay without charafters fameliues long: 

Thus like the formall vice iniquitie , 

1 morallize two meanings in one word. 

Pri , That lulius Ciefar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet downe to make his valure liuc: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour,^ 

For now he liues in fame, though not in life; 
lie tell you what my C oufen Buckinghamo 
Mw* What my gratious Lordi 






Priu. 


of Richard the third. 


Prin. And ifI liucvntill l beaman^ 
lie win our auncient rightin France againc, 
OrdieafouldierasIliudeaKing. . . * . - ./-o 

r7/^».Short fummers lightly haiie aforward fpring. ; 1 

EnteryoungTork^^HaJlmgSiGArdtnall^ 

Buc. Now in good time here comes theDukcofYorkc. 
Pri, Rich, of Yorke,ho w fares our louing brother? 

T^r, Well my dreadLo; fo muft I call you now. 

"Bru I brother io our griefe as iris yours: 

Too late he died chat might haue kept that title, • ; 

Which by his death liath loft much maiefty# 

Glo, How fares our Coufen noble L# ofYorkc? . 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vncklc# OmyLo: 

You faid that Idle wc^ds are fnft in growth: 

Tlie Prince my brother hath outgrown me farre. 

Glo, He hath ray Lo: *,/ 

Tor. And therefore b he idle? 

Glo, Oh my fairc Coufen,! muft not fay fo; ; , > 

Jot. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. ' 

T or. I pray you Vnckic giue me.this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litlc Coufen, withall mjf heart, 

Pr/. A begger brother^ ' \ . 

T or. Of my kindc Vnckic that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy>wliichis no greefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that jiegiue my Cofen# * . . r ^ ' 

T or. A greater gift ,0 tliats f be fword to if# = 

I gentle Cofen, were it light enough. • ... 

Tor,0 t ha I fee you wil part but with light ^fts> 

In weighfrer tilings yoxilit fay a begger nay. I 
do. IxiM<>bWMghtife&r;YPurg to wxarei* ; ^ . {7 

Tor. iw'eigh it lightly: were it heauicr-k 
Glo, What would youfraue my weapon litic Eord i 
Tor. Ivvould that 1 might thankeyou as, Vou call nrc# . 

Glo. Hovy/^i?/, Litic. *. ' -> 

Pri My LorofY«|kcvviIl ■, , 

Vnckle your grace knoyv«slioWjtO;b«are ^ 
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